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| got what you need sweetie. 


Author's Notes: 
| couldn\'t resist trying out a Roger/Mick story and here it is. Title of the story is from \"Trampled Under 
Foot\" by Led Zeppelin 


He strutted across that damn stage like he own it and was more than proud of that fact. | rolled my eyes as 
he shimmied, instantly getting a roaring response from the crowd of Jagger hungry fans. 


"Rog, whatcha doing?" 

| spun around and came face to face with Pete, smiling that smug smile of his. 
"Watchin Jagger do whatever it is you want to call what he's doing." 

Pete took another puff of his cigarette, "He's good, ain't he?" 


"He catches your attention, that's for sure.” 


"Oh, c'mon. You know you enjoy watching him shake his hips like that. | know | do." 


| ignored what he said and turned my attention back to Mick and his hips. He had to pick the tightest velvet 
pants to wear tonight because he knew I'd be watching. | felt my breath catch in my throat as | thought of all 
the things | would make that beautiful mouth do to me. 


Pete coughed awkwardly and | snapped back into reality. 


‘lm gonna go find Keith or John, because you are a bit too caught up with your ego and Mick right now," Pete 


stated just before walking off, leaving me alone once again. 


This had nothing to do with my ego at all, but | wasn't in the mood for a never ending argument with him so | 
just let him go do whatever it is he said he was going to do. 


| directed my gaze back to Mick and shuddered as his hips started swaying and he strutted all over that god 
damn stage. | might be afraid to openly admit Mick had a impact on me but | wouldn't be too afraid to stand 
here, against this cold wall staring shamelessly with my jaw almost on the floor as he worked the crowd with 


every jerk of his hips. 


Sure, the crowd never gave me the cold shoulder, but people looked like they were ready to die just watching 
him. That incredible body, incredible face, that voice. | had fantasized about hearing that voice moan, groan and 


sigh. 


| had a feeling that tonight would be the night I'd experience it all and | could feel my pants tighten at the 
thought of it. 


| can\'t put my finger on it, but there\'s something 
about you.. 


Author's Notes: 
Nm having a ball writing this story and no that isn\'t sarcastic. 


Their set was done and the Stones pranced off stage, as if it weren't as big a deal as everybody thought it 
was. Mick was the last to make his way off stage, of course he had to give the crowd a few more sways of 


hips before he could call it a night. 


| stuffed my hands into my jeans, and whistled to myself, attempting to look casual as Mick made his way 


towards me. 
"Roger." 


| had found a tile in the floor interesting enough that it took his voice to bring me back down to Earth and 


notice how close he was standing to me. 


| looked up and my eyes met with his. | swear he had sex appeal for miles and | couldn't help but be attracted 
to him. 


"Yes?" | asked somewhat casually, though | could swear | shuddered a little as | looked over his shirtless body. 
"Was wondering if you'd fancy a drirk down at the pub 

| shrugged, "Sure, not like | have anything better to be doing" 

| gulped as | felt Mick's hand grab hold of mine. He pulled a little and | started to follow him out of the club. 


We passed by Pete, who winked seductively and Keith, who was too drunk already to even notice who | was 


holding hands with or where he was. 


| tried to keep up with Mick, but his quick walking was either because he always walked this fact or because 
he was in a hurry. A hurry for what, | had no idea. And! wasn't about to put my focus on that when | was in 
physical contact with him. 


We made it to the pub, which was about three blocks from the club, in a good five minutes. Mick almost killed 


us by walking in front of a turning car, but what doesn't kill him can only make him even more attractive. 


| felt a sigh of relief as we sat down at the bar. My obvious arousal was hidden finally and | could be cool with 


Mick. Or try to be. 


"So, | hear, ya guys are tourin the states soon?" He questioned as he picked up a glass of something, | was too 


distracted by his beauty to really focus on what he asked the bartender for. 


| nodded and flipped my hair. | blushed, realizing how stupid | must have looked. | was flirting like a teenage girl 
with Mick Jagger. 


Mick giggled at my gestures, "You're quite the frontman, aren't ya?" 

"Dunno if I'd say that" 

Mick's hand found mine and | felt the heat of his hand travel down south. 

"Oh, get off it. You're gorgeous on that stage." 

| blushed and looked away, catching the eye of an attractive blonde who waved at me. | directed my attention 
back to Mick, whose hand had now found my upper thigh. Maybe | should have stayed back at the club and 
hung around with Pete, | thought as his hand traveled an inch higher. 

His touch almost extracted a groan from deep within, but | was fortunate enough to hold it back. Mick was 
such a sexual person, | wouldn't want him getting the idea he's turning me on and then having him laugh in my 
face for being such an idiot. | heard he had played a groupie like that once and | wasn't just another one of his 


groupies. 


He continued staring at me and | couldn't help but stare back. Everything in his eyes spelled out lust but | still 


was unsure. 


He leaned in close to my ear and | shivered as | felt his breath tickle the skin of my ear, "How bout we go 


back to my place and learn more about one another?" 


| nodded without hesitation and he dropped a wad of money on the counter pushing it towards the bartender, 
"Keep the change." 


He grabbed my arm this time and lifted me up. To be honest, | don't know if | would have been able to get up 


on my own, my legs felt like they would give out any moment now. 
"Do ya got a car or somethin?" | asked as we were once again outside. 
"No, but that's why there are so many taxis all over the fucking place." 


He called a taxi over and we hurried into the backseat. Mick threw another wad of cash at the driver and told 


him his address. The driver glanced at us for a moment and started to drive, he either didn't know who we 
were or didn't care. Mick probably gave him enough money to have him living very comfortably for the next 


three months. 


As we made our way there, | shifted around constantly, trying to relieve some of the intense pressure in my 
pants. Without any warning, Mick's hand found my arousal. | whimpered as | noticed the touch and | looked over 
at Mick who was already bending over. He traced the outline of my cock through my jeans. My eyes widened 
at this contact, | couldn't believe he was doing this to me. It was definitely something that only happens in 


dreams. 


| ddn\'t sign up for this. 


Author's Notes: 
| wasn\'t going to write anything, but | wanted to keep this story moving so this is what you get. | hope it\'s 


somewhat decent. 


"Hey, kid, woah, hey!" The driver called out suddenly, bringing me back down to Earth. Mick pulled away from 


my crotch and | felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me. 


| blushed and Mick just shrugged his shoulders as he slouched back into his normal position on the seat next 


to me. 


He couldn't keep his body away from mine for too long because as | stared out the window, wishing silently to 
get there faster, he bite my ear and swirled his tongue on the outside of my lobe. 


"Damn it. Mick." | murmured as he continued his torture. | looked down and could tell he wanted this as much 


as | did, probably more. 
He chuckled softly as he pulled away and | whimpered at the loss of sweet contact. 
| fell into a day dream within seconds as | gazed at the passing cars outside the toxi. 


| thought about everything, especially Mick. The way he could be so sexual to some people yet completely 
innocent to others baffled me. Well, maybe everything thought of him as sexual. | don't really know. | could 
never be like him. | might be attractive in the eyes of a few girls, but | wasn't Mick. There was no common 
thing between us, other than, of course, our incredible bodies. | think I've listened to Pete complaining too much 
about how my body glistens and that it's utterly perfect because now l'm stuck on the notion | have an 
incredible body. Which, | can imagine, few would be quick to disagree with. 


| felt a nudge on my arm and it suddenly stung like a pinch. | tore my gaze from the window and noticed Mick 
attempting to drag me out of the taxi. 


"Come on, out with ya," He muttered. 


My heart started to pound in my chest, for what reason, | don't know. | could only guess it was because | was 


looking forward to what events would (hopefully) unfold once we got inside. 


| finally found the energy and courage to jump out of the taxi and make my way to the door. Though, | wasn't 


sure which one it was nor did | have a key to get in 


"Somebody's excited.” 
| gulped as his hand ran over my butt, squeezing a bit halfway down, 


Mick pulled out his key, and unlocked the door with ease and looked back over at me. "Ya comin or ya gonna 
stand out in the cold?" 


| stuck my hands in my pockets, suddenly nervous that this would only be a friendly encounter. | had a strong 
feeling that he wanted more or at least thought | did, so it made sense to try to play it out as casual as 
possible. Mick wasn't easy To read. | could tell he was turned on, but other than that, it was a mystery. 


"Care for some tea?" He questioned as if | was right behind him. His voice echoed throughout the small living 
room/kitchen area or else | wouldn't have heard him. | was still standing right by the door, sweat beading on 
my forehead. 

If | was with a girl, this wouldn't be hard. ltd be easy to deal with because l'm in control. Right now though, | 
didn't feel in control. | could tell Mick was the one who wanted to be in control and would do anything to be in 


control of me. 


Mick noticed | wasn't behind him as he had thought and he looked around, laughing as he noticed my standing 
next to the door. 


"Get ya butt over here Daltrey!" 


He immediately ran at me and jumped on me, | almost fell over and | let out a shriek as his mouth suddenly 


found my neck. 

Our eyes met and he gave me a smirk before getting up and offering his hand to me so | could get up as well. 
"I think the tea can wait," He said as his fingers laced between mine and he started for the bedroom. 

Although | couldn't think of anything else | wanted more right now, | still wanted get the hell out of this place. | 
didn't know how this would turn out and something told me I'd enjoy it too much. It was a given Mick was only 
good at one night stands, he wasn't much of a relationship person Not with men at least, but then again 


nobody was sure he had ever be with a man that he wanted to date. 


My palms were sweaty and it felt like my first time all over again. A uncontrollable shiver went up my spine 
at the reminder of that awful experience. 


We made it to the bedroom, and Mick gripped the doorknob, turning it ever so slow. 


My cheeks got hot at the sight of his glorious bed accented by sheer lace drapes and incredible furniture 
sprinkled here and there. He turned around and smiled at me, "So what do ya think?" 


| nodded slowly, "Its. fuckin’. incredible." 


His smile grew bigger and the second his hands gripped my waist tightly, | knew this was going to be a long 
night. 


Much too much. 


Author's Notes: 
| was planning to make this the final chapter, but it didn\'t happen that way clearly. | had some ideas but other 
than, my mind couldn\'t think of anything. So, instead of letting the story go to all hell, | split it up so | could 


make the last chapter as good as possible. 


| let out the tiniest of groans as he suddenly nipped at my neck. He squeezed my waist and | felt like I'd melt 
right into the floor. 


Mick kicked the door shut and started shedding his clothes. He dropped them to floor as if they were useless 
and the nervousness that | had be dealing with this entire time finally shined through. My fingers twitched and 
| could feel myself start to sweat. Mick noticed instantly. 


"You're not. nervous, are ya?" He sounded and looked a bit concerned and | shook my head quickly. No way in 


hell did | want this to end any time soon 
"I just haven't done it with another lad before. Have you?" 


Mick shrugged, "Isn't important what or rather who I've done in the past. All | know is that you need to get rid 


of those clothes you're wearing." 


He stepped forward and slowly took his time taking off my clothes. | couldn't move, my body was so hot by all 
this and | was still in a bit of a state of shock that | was doing this with Mick. 


My jacket slipped to the floor without making a sound. My belt buckle hit the floor, making me jump back as | 
was too focused on exploring Mick with my eyes to be paying a whole lot of attention. He started pulling at my 
jeans, which were incredibly tight to begin with, but all this excitement only made them feel like they'd rip open 
any moment now. The stupid pair of denim fell to the floor and was quickly forgotten about. 


| felt my head tip back as he closed the small space between us and pressed his chest against mine. He 


started to grind against me and an intense shiver went up my spine just as a jolt of warmth hit my groin. 
"You. you are so hot," He whispered hoarsely into my ear. 


| tried to stop the moan as it crept up my throat, but there was no stopping it. Mick let out a small grunt as 
he picked up the pace slightly. 


"Uh.. M-Mick." 


| couldn't focus on anything but this insane amount of pleasure. This was nothing like being with a woman. | was 


positive | might die when this is over and | was bloody fine with that. 


